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None - one shot 


What was that? 


Dave awoke suddenly one night to a strange sound. He had no idea what the sound was, as he had been sleeping 
when it had occurred. Somehow, it has snuck into his dream and woken him. And he couldn't even remember 


what he had been dreaming about. 


Musta been a shit dream then he thought. Yawning, Dave rolled over and glanced at the green LED on his radio 
alarm clock. 01:23 it read. It was the middle of the night and the apartment was quiet. So, what had woken him? 


This question was answered when Dave heard a noise from the bed next to him. Turning over again, he saw a 
familiar shape that was James, squirming about and huffing. Seeing that the singer was just getting comfy and 


not having a bad dream, Dave settled down again, ready to go back to sleep. 


But he couldn't because James was just too noisy. Dave lay there, listening to him tossing and turning, pillow 
plumping and giving the occasional sigh. Finally Dave spoke up. 


"James, quieten down a bit, will ya? I'm trying to sleep here". 


"Well so am | but | can't" James grumbled. 


Dave looked at James, all fluffy blonde hair peeping out of a tangle of bedclothes. He should have been annoyed, 
being woken by the younger boy. Instead, he felt suddenly protective. 


"Why can't you sleep?" Dave asked 

"| dunno, lm just not tired". 

"Hmm, try counting sheep?" 

James snorted "That never works! 

"OK then, maybe get up for a bit?" 

"Hts too cold". Dave didn't think it was cold at all but James shivered to emphasize his point 

Dave was silent for a minute, as he gazed at his buddy. Was James cold? Perhaps he had had a bad dream 
but was too embarrassed to admit it. Whatever the problem was, he didn't seem to be going back to sleep 


soon. 


Then an idea came to Dave. It made him feel suddenly shy and awkward but somehow, it seemed the right 


thing to do. 
"Come and get in my bed" he suggested to James. 
"W-what?" 


Dave couldn't see clearly enough in the semi-darkness of the room but he felt certain that James was 


blushing. 

"You just said you were cold. If you get in bed with me, you won't be". 

James didn't reply but Dave saw him move and realised he was pushing his bedcovers back. Dave smirked as 
he watched James get out of bed and make the very short journey over to his bed. He and turned back his 
blankets, patting the mattress next to him. 

James paused, pulling awkwardly on a button on his pyjama jacket. "What if Lars or Ron find out?" he mumbled. 


Dave thought quickly. "We'll tell them we were drunk’. 


"Ok" said James and finally got into bed with Dave. Dave pulled the blanket over them both, tucking it in 


carefully, to keep any draughts at bay. James snuggled up close, putting his head on Dave's shoulder. 
“There, are you warmer now?" Dave asked (though secretly he thought James felt like a hot water bottle). 
James nodded, his soft hair tickling Dave's face. He sighed again but this time it was one of contentment. 


"Good. Maybe you'll be able to go to sleep now" said Dave. "Just don't start squirming about like you did in 
your bed, OK?" 


"OK? James?" 
There was no reply. James was fast asleep, snuffling gently against Dave's neck. 


Dave rolled his eyes. "Not sleepy huh?" he chuckled to himself. He put his arms around James, held him close 


and then he too, drifted off to sleep. 


The End 


